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stances. But nearly everyone knew the pretty Indian girl who had
grown up in their midst, graduated from high school and married
a rather prominent young man. The last heard from them they
were living in Kansas City.
Continuing on to Pine Ridge, we followed the same general
route taken by the stage that wintry morning when I was en
route to my first battlefield. The Agency, which I had carried
in my mind as a smoky village swarming with wild Indians and
hard-boiled soldiers, was now a peaceful cluster of Government
buildings with few Indians in sight. A large modern hospital sat
on the bluff across the river, up which I had watched frantic
Indians dashing in attempts to escape, some of whom were killed
in the attempt.
Next morning we drove over to Wounded Knee Creek. On the
same knoll above the trading post where we had stood, surrounded
by the stark debris of battle, was a tall granite shaft, erected and
paid for by the Sioux in commemoration of what they still claimed
was an unjustifiable slaughter. Three sides of the monument were
filled, with names of men lying under the hundred-foot-long, rock-
bordered grave before it, and on one side was graven a grim and
eloquent epitaph:
"Here on Dec. 29, 1890, these and many other innocent men,
women, and children were massacred by Col. Forsythe and the
Seventh Cavalry."